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The fr^edie 

He winne our ancient right in France againe* 

Or dye a louldier as I iiu’d a King, 
glo. Short fommers lightly haue a forward fpring. 
Enter young Yorke,H*Jhngt, Cardinal!, 

Bnc. Now in good time, heere comes the Duke of Ytrfa 
Pun- Richard of York, f how fares out noble brother- 
Tor . Well my deaje Lord : fo muft I call you now* 
Prin. I brother to«ur griefe, as it is yours : 

Too late bee died that mighc haue kept this title. 

Which by his death hath loll much maiefty, 

Gio. How faires our cou fen noble Lo. of T orke . ^ 

Tor. I thanke you gentile yncle ; O my Lord, 

You faid that Idle weeds are faft in growth j 
T he Prince my brother hath out growne me farre. 

Glo, He hath my Lord. 

Tor. and therefore is he idle ? 

GloOh my fairo coufen I muft not fay fo. 
TVr.Thenhe is more beholding to yon then I; 

Glo. He may command me as my ioueraigne, 

But you haue power in me as inakinftnan. 

Tor. I pray you.vncle giue me this dagger. 
glo. My dagger little coufcn with all my heart.' 
Pun. A begger brother? 

Tor. Of my kind vndc that I know will giue 
^nd being but a toy which is no gift, to giue, 

Glo. A greater gift then that lie giue my coufen. 

Tor. A greater gift.O thats the fword too it. 

Glo. I gentle coufen were it light enough. 

2 oriO then I fee you will part but with light gifts* 

In weightier things youle fay a begegr nay. 

Glo. It rs to weighty for your grace to weare. 

Tor. I weigh it lightly were it hcauier. 

Glo. What would you haue my weapon little Lo. 
Tor, I would that 1 mighc.thanke you as.you call » e - 
Glo. How V Tor, Little. 

Pun. M y L. of Torke will ftill bee croffe in talkc ; 
Yncle your grace knowes how to beare with him- 
TV, You meane to beare me. not to beare with 5 
Vucle,roy brother moekci both you and me, 




O/ Richard the Third, 

Becaufe that I am little like an Ape. 

He thinkes that you Ihould bearemeone youtlhoulderr. 

Bttc. With what a ftaarpe proutded wrt hcc reaions. 

To micigatethe feorne hee giue hisrncle, 

Hepretely and aptly taunts himfelle: 

So cunning and fo young is wonderful!. 

Glo. My Lo. wilt pleafe you patTe along P 
My felfe and my good coufcn Buckingham, 

Will to your mother, to intreat of her 
To meet you at the Tower, and welcome you. 

Tar .What will yon goe Tnto the Tower my Lord? 

Prw.My Lord prote&or will haue it fo. 

Tor. I (hall notfleepe in quiet at the Tower. 

Glo. Why what flhould you fcare ? 

Tar. Marry my rncle Clarence angry ghoft : 

My Granam told melie was mutdred there. 

Prin. Ifearenomclea dead, 

C/a.Nor none that liue, I hope. 

Prin, And if they liue, I hope I neede not fcare. 

But come my L.with a heaoy heart 
Thinking on them, goe I ynto the ToWer. 

Exeunt, Pnn,Tor,HaJl, t Dor .manet fBifi.Bue . 

tnc. Thinke you my Lo. this little prating York. f» 

Was not inccnecd by his (ubtile mother, 

To taunt and feorne you thus opprobtioufly ? 

Git. No doubt, no doubt, O tis a perlous boy, 

Bold, quicke,ingcnious,fotward, capable, 

He is all the mothers from the top to the toe, 

Bne. Well letthem reft .* come hither Cate shy, 

Thou art fworoe as deeply to effe& what wc intend. 

At clofcly to conceale what we impart. 

Thou knoweft our reafons vrgde vpon the way : 
Whattbinkeft thou, is it not aneafie matter 
To make Wiliam L.Haftingt of our minde. 

For the inftalraent of this noble Duke, 

In the feate royall of this famous lie l 

Cat, He for his fathers fake lo loues the Prince, 

That he will not be wOne to ought againft him. 

Bttc, What thinkeft thou then of Stanley , what Will He ? 
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